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KOSE CAROLYD BILAMCIO 

No words can express the depth and breadth 
of the loss we have suffered with the passing 
of one of La Vigna ' s founders and the spirit 
of 90 Eggerts Road. Rose C. Bilancio, born 
October 31, 1916, took leave of her family to 
be joyfully reunited with her husband Louis G. 
Bilancio, her father and mother, Nicola and 
Carolina Bilancio, her sister Angelina and all 
her family who preceded her in the crossing of 
the bar. 

Alert and exhorting those of her family 
fortunate enough to accompany her to moments 
just this side of the eternal gate, Rose told 
us to love one another and to "tell them all , 
each and every one, how very much I love 
theiti." She shared her last sweet breath with 
us at 2:10 P.M., Thursday, August 18, 1988. 

Her mortal coil now rests beside that of 
her adoring husband in Our Lady of Lourdes 
Cemetery under the headstone whose symbolic 
design she so painstakingly and lovingly 
conceived and generated. It is no accident 
that the vine which has long graced La Vigna ' s 
masthead, which she also created, appears on 
this stone. 

Her entire life was dedicated to family and 
service to others. As a child she served her 
Grandmom and Grandpop, Eugenia and Leopoldo 
Chianese. Carrying, rocking and comforting 
her brother and sisters, she selflessly cared 
for Lorraine, Sylvia, Leo and Jennie (Eugenia) 
with the help of her brother Lewis when her 
own mother passed while Rose was still in high 
school . 

She excelled in her studies of nursing at 
Jefferson Medical Center, Philadelphia, and 
practiced at Mountainside Hospital, Montclair, 



New Jersey. During her brief career as a 
registered nurse, she married Louis with whom 
she shared a love as deep, as magnificent and 
as true as any in the history of all this 
world. Together they bore four children, 
Terence, Beatrice, Clothilda and Francis, and 
with them created a way station for us all at 
90 Eggerts Road. 

There is not a one of us in this La Vigna 
family who has not been deeply moved, 
nourished, blessed and effectively touched by 
this extraordinarily remarkable woman. 

She gave this paper a soul to the extent 
that La Vigna is far more than just paper, ink 
and words. It is a spirit and she was one of 
the primary animators of this spirit. 

We all carry on Rose Bilancio 's spirit of 
celebrating family, experiencing the strength, 
love and security that comes of our joyful 
gatherings wherever we come together, whether 
in the pages of La Vigna , or in one another's 
homes. Now more than ever we must care for 
one another, heal breaches, heal one another, 
tell the family stories, encourage the best in 
one another, live well. 

La Vigna Family Picnic 

On Sunday, July 31, the 4th annual 
LaVigna Family. Picnic was held at 
Greene Grove in Waahington Crossing 
State Park, 

About 50 family members and friends 
attended this joyful event and 
shared games, good food, plenty of 
sunshine, laughter and memories. 

The covered dishes proved to be 

once again such a beautiful dis- 
play of dfilicous foods enjoyed 
by all. 

Carolyn Iramordino McLeod did an 
excellefit job with the scavenger 
hunt. Everyone had so much fun 
acid was a winner even Lucy Gervasio 
who had more than one trick (or 
itea) up her sleeve. 

■fliank you one and all for purchasing 
tbe 50-50 tickets. The grand winner 
was John Anthony, Jr. 

We all sang Happy Birthday to Uncle 
Al who celebrated his 96th birthday. 
Aunt Jennie put the birthday cake 
out and by the time we sang only one 
;:iece was left. Everyone had helped 
th^3selves so Uncle Al enjoyed the 
la..^t piece with a candle on it. 

.As the sun set and we all :;^-?-'f'-^d home, 
it was difficult to say good bye to 
O'.ir familv members and ztLanC 
brou?hr heme the memories 
ful da/ together. 
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HAPPY BIRTHDAY 




October 



November 



2 Lllla Cbianese 

' 3 Katherlne Chlanese 

10 Ray Armenti 

15 Susan Plcaacia 

19 Mickey Chianese 

19 Jennie Bllanclo 

26 Michael Gervasio 

27 Angelica Roberts 
29 Tim Montague 

29 Christy Gervasio 

30 Bernice Smailer 

31 Rose Bilancio 



1 Maria Armenti 

13 Beatrice Johnson 

15 Dean Acquaviva 

19 Sue Garzio 

21 Maria Pedata 

22 Ron Armenti 

24 Erma Candelori 

26 Rae Bilancio 

29 Janele Klepczynski 
Carrie MacLeod 



December 



30 

5 
15 
16 
16 
21 
23 
23 
25 
26 
31 



Corinne Bilancio 
Carmen Armenti 
Ray Johnson 

Beatrice Hiesner-Chianese 
Ivan Bilancio 
Brian Josephson 
Anthony Armenti 
Kimberly Chianese 
Christine Slaninka 
Suzanne Roth 




We extend our heartfelt syr.path:/ 
to nay uohnson's faiaily on the 
pa£t;ing of Hay's sister, Elva 
(Johnnie) Huff nan, who died Noveirber 
16 in Letroit, i-.ichif^an. 



Ihifc runmer ve learned^ of the 
death of ^cisenico v.-iimi; x. ' kn(.-(='^c m 
Naples last spring, i-dmi's iiioth--r 
•wat Angelina rilancio, sister of 
raequale, Pietrc, uiuseppe, i.icc^a, 
iiaria, Antonetta and Alfonso. He is 
tiurvivea by his wife Terecina u-isina; 
ana their cnildren Vicenzo, Anf^elina, 
Liana 'and Antonetta. Mmi and Li^ina 
riaa lost their eldest son Kafaello to 
an untimeJy deatn last year, ^it.ina 
it. now living with her daughter 
Liana in uasanarino. 

i-iimi twice visitea his American 
relatives. His letters to his Ltate- 
siQe cou. ins, whicn ne started \;ri- 
ting when ne was but a cnild ana 
didn't stop until shortly before his 
aeatn, -^ere always fi-lea witr. i.is 
wisnes tnat we convey his love to a^^ 
of nis American cousins. He will be 
sorely missea. 



Jan. 



Feb. 



1 liary Gervasio 

9 Phyllis Gervasio 
23.:'Beatrice Johnson 
24 Joseph Chianese 
27 Ralph Garzio 

30 Debbie Armenti 

31 Celeste Armenti 

2 Steven Armenti 

3 Frank Garzio 

7 Bob Chianese (Joe's son) 

12 Sandra Remboske 

13 Marie Armenti 

13 Angela Josephson 
16 Lewis Bilancio 
18 Vince Guerra 
24 Dorothy Bilancio 



Mar. 6 Angela Gervasio 
7 Loren Armenti 
7 Steven & Laura Garzio 
14 Leo Bilancio 
24 Anthony Chianese 

24 Louise Chianese 

25 Ralph Gervasio 

26 Carolyn MacLeod 

26 Richard Brett Cohen 

28 Pam Chianese 

29 Angelo Chianese 

HAPPY ANNIVERSARY 




October 3 Joe & Pam Chianese 

18 Clothilda & Dean Acquaviva 

20 Anthony & Debra Armenti 

29 Mary Lynn & Dan Nazzaro 

November 2 Sandy & Albert Remboske 

JcVu. 15 Ceraxd t .vica Chianese 

I'lar. 6 Rooerta Immordino & Dan Garcia 
8 Nick & Marie Armenti 
10 Pat a Jane Chianese 

Jeuaia , j.ob l!.Tcr<'ino 



JANE BILANCIO WED 

Jane Bilancio, daughter of Leo and Dorothy 
Bilancio of Atlanta, married James Spillers 
on September 9. They are living in Woodstock, 
Georgia. Best wishes to Jane and James 

from all of us! 



THAi.k YOU-TKAM YOU-THa:-X fCU 
DOKORS 

FHA1>a & EuAli^E bULA 

PHYLLIL IOT;0CEKZI 

rxR. u i-LRL. CAI.LE^CRI 

bYi-VIA hiJ^kK 

JOE cc THEREbA GUERRA 

JQM AKTHCUY, JR. 

ALL 50-50 TICKET BUYERS 





Lord make me an initrument of YOUR 
PEACE. Where there U hatred, let me 
low bv«; where there ii injury, 
pardon; where there is doubt, faith; 
where there is darlcnest, light and 
where there ii sadne»», JOY. 
O DIVINE MASTER grant that I may 
not SO much seek to be consoled at 
to console; to be understood, at to 
understand; to be loved at to love. 
For it is in giving that we receive, it 
i* In pardoning that we are pardoned, 
and It Is In dying that we are born, 
to BTBRNAL LIFE. 




Ue gratefully acKnowledje and thank 
the following who contributed in 
"ilemory of Rose Bilancio" 

Anthony DeAngelo 
Theresa & Joe Guerra 
Jennie o Alphonso Bilancio 
Jane U Pat Chianese 
Ada Rubino 
Dee ii Mike Bozzo 
James MacDonald u Felice Ronca 
Phillip Petito 
Alexander i Mary Ronca 
Mr. li Mrs. Merchent 
Barbara L. Martin 
Rav Carter h R uth Pugh 
Frances Leadem 
Evelyn Me r lino 
Mr. & Mrs. Breitinger 
Fulvio h. Mary Ronca 
Marian Angel 
Samarah BL-llardo 
'Irs. Claude I. Hartley 
Friends at Material Dept. at 
Philips Lightlnf^ 

Chip and Marylu Stewart 




STAFF THIS ISSUE 

Corinne Bilancio 

Lewis Bilancio 

Lucy Gervasio 

Lorraine Anthony 

Angelo Chianese 

Jenny & Bob Immordino 

Leo Chianese 

Beatrice Johnson 

Clothilda Acquaviva 

Franc isBilancio 

Angelica Roberts 

Ira Giuseppe Roberts Bilancio 

Lilia Chianese 

Terry Bilancio 




ALL FOR ONE AND ONE FOR ALL AND ALL FOR AL 

Our 97-year-old "Uncle Al" , shown 
here in a 1984 Times photograph with 
one of his prize tomotoes, is currently 
residing at Mercer Manor Residential 
Health Care Facility. He looks forward 
to visits from his family. His address 
is "Alphonse Bilancio, Mercer Manor 
433 Bellevue Avenue, Trenton, NJ 08618". 
Thanks, Uncle Al, for your tomatoes, 
and corny jokes, and for watching out 
for the "little guy". 



FRAX BILAKCIO /.ciiVi, IN THE ARTS 

Francis Bilancio continues to be 
active in the arts. 

In October, he, Dennis Starr, and 
Marcantonio Pezzano gave an entertaining 
American Italian Historical Association 
sponsored presentlon on Italian festas. 
Fran showed a short 16inn: film, a result 
of his research funded by the New Jersey 
State Historical Commission, with 
technical assistance- from Passage 
Theatre and Lawrence High School, on 
the Festa della Madonna di Casandrino. 
He also gave a brief historical over- 
view of this Trenton festa. 

In November, Passage Theatre, of 
which Fran is Producing Director, 
presented Bob ' s Guns , a world premiere 
which traveled to New York for an ex- 
tended run after its Trenton showing. 

Recognition for Fran's efforts in 
the arts came to him in November when 
ne was honored by the Trenton Council 
of Civic Associations as Citizen of the 
Year for the Arts. In addition to the 
presentlon of a plaque at the awards 
dinner, a warm message from his friend 
William Mastrosimone was read, Angelo 
Chianese delivered a light-hearted 
singing telegram from Angelica and Ira, 
and Carmen Armenti presented Fran with 
a congratulatory Resolution from City 
Council . 



Send your articles, photos, drawings, and recipes to: 



LA VIGNA 

90 EGGERTS ROAD 

LAWRENCEVILLE NJ 08648 
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G. I. LEW VISITS CASANDRIKO 

Lewis Bilancio 

The time was approaching for the next issue of La Vlgna . our family newspaper, and 
Corlnne, its editor, was on a recruiting binge: "Why don't you write about your 
wartime adventures?" she asked. "How about the first time you visited Casandrino." 

It was during the Italian campaign in World War II, an unimportant episode which 
will never appear in any history, but will remain with ae until I die. 

It was not by far my first experience with Casandrino. That began when I was born 
on 252 Elmer Street in Trenton, N.J. My mother, Carolina, remained a Casandrinese all 
her life. The midwife, Harla Migllaccio, was from Casandrino. My father, Nicola, and 
all my aunts and uncles were from Casandrino as were my grandparents, all my other 
relatives, and the neighbors. All spoke Neapolitan—the Casandrinese version, the 
language of our home. 

The first words I ever heard were in Casandrinese and must have been "He is the 
very image of Carolina," the same heard whenever a visitor was introduced to the 
family. 

On Sundays, my parents, grandparents, uncles and aunts would sit around the dinner 
table and talk about Casandrino. With my sisters I learned the history and geography, 
the foods and smells, the idioms, the fights and rivalries, the nicknames, the loves 
and hates, the songs and games, the crises and tragedies, the economic poverty and the 
spiritual wealth, all of Casandrino. 

My first job was delivering bread, the good Italian bread baked for the Trenton 
paesani from Casandrino. All communication, by voice and hands, was in Casindrinese . 
Even our horse that pulled the bread wagon accepted commands only in Casandrinese. 

Now back to the war. After basic training at Fort Riley in Kansas, I was sent to 
the Provost Marshal General School in Fort Custer, Michigan, then to the University of 
Illinois, and finally on to North Africa. There the great desert battles between 
Rommel and Montgomery had already been fought. Sicily had been invaded and occupied 
and on September 2, 1943 the allies crossed the Straits of Messina and invaded the 
Italian mainland. The next day, September 3, Italy surrendered; we would no longer be 
fighting Italians. 

The Germans, however, seized the Italian cities and kept fighting. They retreated 
slowly until they reached Cassino. There they held through the winter of 1944. 

In the meantime I had landed in Casablanca, French Morocco, on December 22, 1943 
and been assigned to the Provost Marshall General Section (a fancy name for Police 
Headquarters) of the Allied Military Government. It was a sort of school in the 
village of Titsi-Ouzou deep in the Atlas Mountains. 

Here we attended classes on government and military law for we were being prepared 
to govern the towns of Italy. There were also classes on Italy and southern Italy in 
particular. Actually it was hilarious to hear these American Army officers who didn't 
know the difference between a scugnizzo and a pasta e fasul tell us about southern 
Italy, 

However it was fun. There was no work either since all the cooking, cleaning, and 
manual labor were performed by Italian prisoners of war, some of whom I befriended. 

These P.O.W.'s had not heard from their families in years and were desperate to 
send news. Some gave me addresses, letters, messages. 

My unit of the AMG landed in Taranto, Italy and gradually moved north visiting 
towns already controlled by military government. Wouldn't it have been wonderful if I 
had been assigned to the police in the Naples region— maybe even to Casandrino! 

However there was disturbing news. The Italians had not slmplv surrendered on 
September 3, they had changed sides. They were co-belligerents. Most of us had never 
heard that word before. Who governs a co-belligerent? It gradually dawned on us that 
we were no longer needed. 

In the meantime I had been visiting villages in Apulia and Calabria delivering 
letters and messages. The problem was that everyone in the villages had missing loved 
ones and was desperately anxious to have news of them. There were mob scenes. 

Then the axe fell: the AMG was dissolved. We were all sent to the Replacement and 
Redeployment Center at Bagnoli near Naples. We were to replace the casualties that 
were increasingly arriving from the front. 

Upon arriving at Bagnoli we were told "Naples is Off Limits." However a tram ran 
in front of our tents. It went to Naples and it was filled with officers and non-coms 
who had been telling everyone "Naples is off limits." No one remained behind to 
enforce the rules. 

So I followed their example and hopped on a tram. Eventually this led to jail— but 
that is another story. This time a guardian angel watched over me. 

In Naples I headed for Porta Capuana which I knew was the gateway to Casandrino. 
There I climbed aboard a small trolley caV, which my parents called "a navetta" (small 
cruiser). By now it was a dilapidated box with missing windows and wooden benches for 
seats. It ran cross country through farms and back yards. We passed ruined privies 
and junk heaps, pretty wrought iron decorated wells and balconies, pigs and dogs 
running loose. You could see chickens running around pecking here and there, while 
other chickens hung by their legs next to garlands of onions, garlic and small shiny 
red peppers. Bare-footed children waved. Their mothers hung the laundry, shelled 
peas, gossipped. 

(Continued nex-t page) 
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A fiddler In the trolley took out his violin and played tunes my mother used to 

sing. A hat was passed around. 

The tracks terminated abruptly at Fratta Maggiore. I asked the elderly conductor, 
"What's happened to the extension to Casandrlno?" The conductor was surprised at that 
specific question in the local dialect in the mouth of a foreign soldier. 

During the war they had pulled up the tracks for the iron, he explained. This made 
me sad for I knew about the extension. When It was completed In 1910 there had been a 
big celebration in Casandrino. For a few centesimi one could be in Naples in twenty 
minutes! At its inauguration there had been a band; one of the baritones was my Uncle 
Alfonso, and among the celebrants were my grandfather Lulgl and three aunts. Later, 
my Uncle Joseph had been a conductor on the trolley. 

I climbed down and started toward Casandrino silently; no mob scene this time. 
First through Fratta Maggiore, the largest of the three adjoining villages. The street 
was as wide as an alley in Trenton, paved with cobblestones, and bordered with buildings 
two and three stories high built of the soft tuffaceous rock found in the region. 

Some buildings had large arched entrances leading Into an Inner courtyard. Occasionally 
there were large wooden doors with a smaller doorway for people cut Into them. More 
often there were only rusty broken hinges. 

The scenes inside these courtyards were uninviting; broken carts, broken bottles, 
wine casks, pigs, dirt, and rags lying around or hanging on children. This was war. 
Survival was an accomplishment. There were no young men — they had been drafted many 
times over. 

After a ten-minute walk the numeration on the buildings changed. It was the middle 
village: Grumo-Nevano . 

The people were becoming familiar, their speech sounded more and more like that 
spoken at home long ago. 

A military vehicle drove by, halted and the American driver leaned out and asked if 
I needed a ride. He drove on with a puzzled expression when I said "no thanks." 

A horse-drawn cart rattled by, then a donkey carrying a huge load of hay. Women 
passed with bundles on their heads, then a bicycle with a whole family — father, mother 
and baby — balanced on it. 

Grumo-Nevano' s main square was reached. It wasn't much of a town center but it had 
a statue, that of Domenico Cirillo. I will speak of him in a future La Vigna article. 

I had only a few hours and paid his statue barely a glance. I was eager to reach 
my destination which was the house where my father and his brothers and sisters were 
born and had lived. It was located behind the church in Casandrino. I talked to no 
one, for I had exact directions and a handmade map drawn for me by cousin Arty. 

Only a few minutes after passing Cirillo's statue the middle village ended and on a 
wall to the right there appeared a large sign made of pieces of reflecting glass: "C 
SAND INO". Two letters were missing. 

A little boy begged for chewing gum, and his mother scolded him. "Shame," she 
said. It could have been my mother scolding me. 

Down the main street toward the town square I passed the corner where the Chianeses 
must have lived and where Carolina was born. 

A few more steps and the street dips where an alley crosses it. A stone slab 
bridges a tricklet of dirty water flowing lazily down the alley. To the sides the 
porches stand eight or ten steps high, for when it rains the alley becomes a stream, 
and if it pours it becomes a torrent. Here they measure rain by steps. 

I crossed on the slab and continued down the main street. The smells, the hand 
signals, the special glances, the smiles and looks all brought a flood of memories. 

It seemed like a dream. I was back on Elmer Street, before it was paved, when 
there were no electric lights, and no cars. The streets were our playground. The 
faces before me were the customers who had bought their daily bread from me. 

I must have passed Mimi ' s tailor shop, but we were unknown to each other then. 

A few more steps and I was in the town square. On the left corner of the square 
sat the local headquarters of the Demo-Christlan party, next to It the Communist Party 
followed by the police station. 

To the right was the only building that did not look like a ruin: it was the newly 
built school. In the square there were some children playing and a portly cleric 
dressed in a dark cloak and a wide-brimmed hat was admonishing one of them. 

And there in front of me across the square stood the church. When you looked at it 
everything around it seemed small. 

This was the church which had given my ancestors a spiritual, cultural and social 
dimension. In it stood the Madonna of Casandrino, a replica of which stands in St. 
Joachim's church in the Burg and which is paraded each year in the feast of lights. 

Surmounting the cupola of the church was the brass globe holding the cross. There 
in the globe were bullet holes and lo, from these holes there protruded twigs of a 
nest and then the head of a pigeon! Here in Casandrino peace has triumphed. 

Next to the church rose a baroque campanile and at its top there hung the bell, the 
bell whose peals had sounded the hours throughout the countryside for generations. 
But it was far more than the village clock, for it spoke not to ears but to souls. 



(Continued next page) 
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Casandrino, Continued 

When in those happy times the bell rang 
gloria, the day would be uplifted into a 
holiday and the sun would emerge. When it 
rang the angelus at noon my grandfather 
toiling in the fields would look down the 
path to watch for his daughter Carolina 
bringing lunch. Later in the day the bell 
would ring the happy news that it was time 
to go home from school and from work. 

But there were also those giorno tristi 
when the peals separated by long black 
bordered silences tolled a last farewell to 
our ancestors who labored, and loved, and 
.died here. 

The church beckoned, but there really is 
very little time, I told myself, for my 
first loyalty was to our ancient homestead 
on Via Piazzola beyond the church. 

But the wide open doors of the church 
commanded. Just a short visit, I thought, 
to see the madonna, so I aimed for the 
church entrance. 

Not many soldiers visited the church, I 
suppose, for the cleric in the square noted 
my move and reached the door before me. 
Like many others in the village he looked 
familiar and I made a mental note to find 
out later who he was. 

As T crossed the threshold of the church 
he suddenly pointed his finger at my face 
and said In Casandrinese , "You are the son 
of Carolina." 

Father Antonio Chianese had remembered mj 
mother from when she left for the States 
thirty-five years before never to return. 




LEW'S CHRISTMAS LETTER 



Once again we take advantage of this holiday season, and of our family newspaper. 
La Vigna, to bring you our greetings and good wishes for the coming year. 

We approach the holidays with mixed emotions, thankful that this time of year 
brings its own special joys, but saddened at our losses. 

How muted are all our holidays and our daily lives without the gladdening presence 
of our beloved Rose Bilancio, who was so often the inspiration for our family 
gatherings . 

Other dear ones who died this year include our cousin Mimi and Bernice's daughter 
Lynn. They live in our hearts. 

Nor was this a happy time for our country as a year-long election campaign for 
President cast Vice President Bush despising the "L" word (Lew, Lou, Leo, Lucy, 
Lorraine?), while Dukakis extolled "performance" even as he performed one of the worst 
campaigns ever. 

In September Corinne left her apartment with us to share one with her former Bryn 
Mawr College roommate Beth Davis in Media, Pa. She visits us frequently and most 
welcomely (a change from her own cooking?). 

Our travels this year were varied indeed: a cruise through the Panama canal, our 
usual two-week stay on the island of Margarita with a small group of friends, a tour 
of Egypt (included in the group which we escorted were Corinne and Bernice's grandson 
Nathaniel), a summer month on Long Beach Island, and a 16-day tour of Helsinki, 
Russia and Budapest, where we attended the 58th World Congress of Travel Agents. 
Travel keeps us young (it is said!). 

We ask your prayers and good wishes for the well-being of Dorothy Bilancio, my 
brother Leo's wife in Atlanta, as they unite in their efforts to bring her through 
this ordeal. 

So once again we approach a new year, hopeful that the peace that is the promise 
of Christmas may fill the earth and our hearts, and that the love which sustains us 
all will be part of our every action. 

And thus once again we wish you all a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year! 
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ECPNDMY AUTO PARTS - 30 YEARS lATER 

By Angelojc*in Chianese and 
Sue Chianese Garzio 



As iry uncles Joe and Pasquale began to 
recover from the shock of realizing 
everyone in the large dining hall was there 
to celebrate their 30th anniversary, it was 
reassuring to see the color returning to 
Joe's face and the formal handshakes 
changing, little by little, to bear hugs 
and warm smiles. A banquet at Peroni's 
Waterfront Restaurant brought family and 
friends together for a surprise party Pat 
and Joe would never have agreed to if they 
had known of it. Both men are much more at 
hone putting in 12-hour days at their 
familiar base of deration, EconoTY Auto 
Parts, on Greenwood Avenue in Hamilton. 

A couple of us tried to capture the essence 

of the get-together towards the end of the 
evening. VJe had planned speeches and 
conducted interviews weeks in advance, but 
to no avail. We are not a speech-making 
family; all basically shy. Even Ange 
Chianese (publically known as the 
ubiquitous Zip-a-dee-doo-dah Man) set aside 
his notes and resorted to reading sane of 
the unburied letters Pat and Joe had sent 
home to their families during their tours 
of duty in the Amy during VJorld War II. 

It was, perhaps, most fitting that way. VJe 
were here, after all, celebrating the kind 
of family closeness we were all about. 

Pat and Joe were the children of immigrants 
poor in material wealth, but rich in 
tradition, in courage and personal 
industry. They came from an agrarian 
society in economically depressed southern 
Italy, from Cas^andrino. Their mother 
Assunta's father was a shoemaker (Pasquale 
D'Angelo, after v^ion uncle Pat was named, 
quite appropriately, had five daughters: 
Angelina, Francesca, Assunta, Matilda and 
Maria. Pat, too, has five daughters: 
Susan, Claudia, Mary Lynn, Angela and 
Kathy!). Their father Angelo's origin was 
faming. His brothers, Antonio and Luigi, 
continued the tradition in .America, raising 
food for their families, along with the 
Pilancios, at "the lots" off South Olden 
Avenue in Hamilton. Once in America, 
Angelo learned the bread-making trade, set 
up his own shop at 48 Bayard Street (The 
Economy Bakery) and branched out into real 
estate as his financial base expanded. 



In 1958 Joe (The Bake) Chianese was 35 
years old and working for an auto parts 
dealer; he knew the names and numbers of 
the trade. That same year, Pat was 39 and 
had been working at an unheated Amoco gas 
station during the past 10 years. Both 
were in a professional cul-de-sac with 
growing families and not-so-grcwing 
incomes. Sue Garzio 's account is perhaps 
the most revealing of vrfiat happened next. 

"Hardly seems possible that 30 years have 

passed since my brother Joe so anxiously 
would come over to see Mom and Pop where I, 
too, lived at the time. He paced the floor 
as he tried to convince Pop he truly had 
the know-how to make an auto parts store 
work. Pop was against loaning money to Joe 
and thought Joe was a lot of TALK . It took 
Mc«n to finally convince Pop that ""Nothing 
risked, nothing gained."" 

Of course, Joe still needed more financial 
help. I'm sure he had to talk to brother 
Pat many times before Pat gave up his 
little gas station in the odd location that 
I think no longer exists (entrance of 
freeway near old Sears building). Joe gave 
up his job at a Warren Street auto parts 
store, and believe me, nobody - nobody 
worked harder and more hours in a day 
(weekends included) than Pat & Joe. I 
think Joe would be the first to tell you, 
he couldn't have made it without Pat's help 
and dedication . 

Joe came over and asked Mom what she wanted 
him to call the business and Mom 
imnvediately answered, ""ECONOMY"", a 
carry-over frctn the Bakery. I never forgot 
the slogan Joe kept repeating (when trying 
to change Pop's mind) ""People will go 
without eating — but not without a car l"" 
- a bit extreme, but almost true. 

Here's to two hard-working men who should 
have been exhausted DONG AGO and certainly 
must be by now! Hoping retironent is not 
too far down the road, so you can get to 
finally enjoy your much needed rest!" 

A great many of us in the family have 
worked with and for Pat and Joe. Vfe always 
took away more than we gave. We learned 
about integrity, discipline, promptness, 
service and speed i ness( !) . A partial list 
of the Econonr/ Legion of Honor: Leo, Tony, 
Susie, Jane, Gary, Anthony, Joey C. & 
Joey G., Frankie, Ralph, Angelojohn, 
Mary Lynn, Mick, Chris, Kathy, Angela, 
Claudia & Brian. 

THANKS FDR SIGHING US IDW, PAT & JOE! ! ! 



CARBIE MAC LEOD HONORED 



Carrie MacLeod^ daughter of Carolyn 
and Jim MacLeod and granddaiighter of Bob 
and Jennie Immordino, has received a num- 
ber of school honors this fall. Carrie, 
who is 13, was recognized along with eight 
other students at Kent (Conn.) Center School 
for high academic achievement over the last 
three years. She is the only student in the 
eighth grade class who has earned high honors 
(A's or B's)in each of the 13 semesters she 
has been eligible. 



In addition Carrie was selected "Student 
of the Year" by her classmates and was re- 
cently honored (along with students from 
other schools) at a dinner given by the Litch- 
field Cciinty (Com.) Association of School 
Superintendent s . 

Carrie also campaigned for and was elect- 
ed Secretaiy of her 8th Grade Class — the 
only girl student elected to office. 

Needless to say, her jgarents and grand- 
parents are very proud ox her! 
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Mark Chianese 



fCTg: GRMXIATE NEWS 

TVD CHIANESE FAMILIES GRADtBffE FIVE MEMBERS 



GARY & ROSE CHIANESE FAMILY 

Mark Lee Chianese graduated v;ith honors 
last May frcxn Widener University with a 
B.S. in Management. Mark, a 1984 graduate 

of Notre Dame High School, was Vice 
President of the Society for Advancement of 
Management . 

Kimberly Ann Chianese graduated frcsn Notre 
Dame High School last June. She was a 
rnenber of the National Honor Society, 
received a $500 scholarship, was awarded a 
pearl bracelet for excellence in College 
Calculus and graduated twelveth in the 

senior class of over 360. She was also the 
senior drum major of the Notre Dame 
Marching Rand. She will be attending the 
University of Delaware this fall. 




I —kJ 

Kimberly Chianese 

RC»ERr J. & SUSAN CHIANESE FAMILY 

Susan and Robby Chianese (mother and son) , 

both received an Associate in Applied 
Sciences degree from Mercer County College 
last June. 

Scott Chianese graduated frc«n Steinprt High 
School last June. He will continue his 
studies at Trenton State College. 

Proud G^ran^^>arents, 

Leo and Louise Chianese 



PATIBVCK 

by Terence J. Bilancio 

What Is patience? 

Patience. Patience! Patience!! 
With this admonition my mother 
would restrain me as I aggravated her 
for an early start on dinner or for a 
ride on the roller coaster at the 
shore. I had to learn early that 
everything is not immediately resolved 
and that problems do not immediately 
dl sappear . 

In how many cases did I see that 
bearing present burdens or discomforts 
resulted In future rewards and 
plea sure s ? 

Did I want to be recognized for 
playing the solo In the concert? Then 
I had to practice and practice and 
wait until I could play well enough. 
Did I want Mom's cherry pie? Then T 
had to wait for the cherries to ripen. 
1 had to pick them and to pit them! 

I also did some gardening. How 
long it seemed to be from the time of 
planting to the time of harvesting. 
Carrots took forever to start to grow. 
Tomatoes never ripened. Corn just got 
taller and more tasselled! The hen's 
eggs would never hatch. 

There are so many times that we 
wait, so many things that shape our 
understanding of patience. Successful 
fishing and hunting are so often based 
on guiet waiting. Do you remember 
children's games like hide and seek 
"Where your patience was tried? 

My mother's view of patience is 
probably best Illustrated by the 
little cocker spaniel she had. That 
dog was always so happy to see 
someone, anyone, come Into the house, 
including my mother, that he would rur 
up to that person and sprinkle all 
over that person's shoes and legs. 
Mom's name for the cocker: Patience. 

Perhaps nothing has taught me the 
meaning of patience as well as the 
experience of becoming and of being a 
parent. My son was due to be born 
while my wife and I were widely 
separated. Willie was at home in 
Virginia, and I was at my new station 
In Alabama. The expected birth date 
was soon after T arrived at Maxwell 
Air Force Base. Dutifully I spent 
evenings near the B.O.Q, phone In the 
day room, waiting, drinking Mountain 
Dew, and waiting. I'm sure that my 
waiting was not nearly as burdensome 
as Willie's. Patience was the 
word--almost four weeks more of it 
than we had expected!! 

Again and again my son has given me 
reasons to explore the nuances of 
patience. I remember waiting 
anxiously in the emergency room of the 
hospital while the doctor applied 
sutures to my son's head, chin, foot, 
knee, or fingers. T recall agonizing 
as the doctor mined William's arm and 
hand and leg for a wealth of glass 
fragments gathered in a bicycle spill. 

How many times Willie and I worried 
about a high fever that seemed 

Continued on page 9 
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PATIENCE Continued 

determined to resist medication. 

Today I am discovering another 
phase of the cyclical face of 
patience. Wiliam has a learner's 
permit for drlvlngl As we practice 
drive together, I remember my own 
teen-age learning. Do you remeber 
your own first efforts at 
driving?--and the person who endured 
them? Quietly I explain the 
importance of staying In the proper 
lane. As I grasp the edge of the car 
seat 1 gently urge that the approach 
and execution of the corner be less 
like the scene from "The French 
Connection", and more like Thorton 
Wilder 's "The Trip from Trenton to 
Camden", The floor mat on our car's 
passenger side is worn out because 
I've applied the brake so many times. 

To Start uphill with standard shift 
is difficult for a new driver, is 
difficult for a new driver. Is 
difficult for a new driver I tell 
myself as we jointly repeat the 
maneuver fifteen times nightly. 

Still to come is the exercise of 
parallel parking. Maybe we'll just 
leave It to the driver's education 
teacher. No, already we are gathering 
baskets and flags for this next test 
of Dad's calm and the strengthening of 
his knowledge of that fln.e virtue of 
patience . 

NOTE: Terry wrote this article several 
years ago; his patience paid off-- 
today William is certainly as good a 
driver as his father is. 




TOUGH 

tfiien I'm not feeling well I still 
3 ■ ig for my mother's touch, A gentle 
loving, caring touch moving across my 
1>row. 

The touching of her eyes into mine, 
knowing everything v/i _lbe fine again- 
*in illness' s passing, animals healing, 
tee's sting subsiding, friendships 
\,aning and regaining, all other sor- 
rows fading. 

Dad, always busy trying to touch our 
ninds, spirits, and that "one person 
can make a difj^rence", touching us 
../ith a relentless work ethic. Learning 
the 25rd Psalm by summer's end. Did 
not he know my goal - this Psalm I 
would not submit to menory. This 
small achievement oi mine was small 
jOmpaired to the values he and Mom 
gave us. 

The greatest gift given is the faith 
in our God and our fellow man, Tis 
better to see life' s goodness, then 
live in fear, or hatred, or despairing 
of mankind's disregard. We can live 
by our example and doing be a part of 
man' s caring anc concern for one 
another, 

3rother-$ and Asters hit, smack, 



puncfi. The joy of a good fight - Oh, 
how they distressed my mother. Did 

not she know we couldn' t caress each 
other, but that this hassling and 
wrestling allowed us to touch with 
mind and body. Disguised, building 
bonds of love anc ixnderstanding our 
individxial wants, strengths, and 
weaknesses. It v/as -just a longing to 
touch in so many ways. Not to hit, 
just to touch and love. 

First grade teacher - just to h.)ld 
her hand, then to smell the sweet per- 
fume linger upon my palm, 

Gousint; "^nd friends, aunts and -ancle 
building bonds, touching, then we are 
grown and flung far apart. Sweet 
memorieG. Come cloc/c, 1- t u:-: toi'ch, 
let us know th- t our me.T.ories are real 
and not yesterday' s dreaming, 

Keighboi'S to;ic]i:in,-r, handshake, "Hov/ 
are you doing toda;>?", "'.,ill you witc: 
things till I get back from vkc tion?" 
• Is yoiir f.-itiier felling better? ' 
Caring anc sh~rlng. "Here ' c a fish''. 
"Thanl-s for the vegetables, "I'll 
watc I the children for a while". 

Life's partner, husband, v.ife, 
that one' s touch which no other persor 
can fill. His being fills the heart 
mind -md soul - m.al:es life complete, 
">»hat is its magic, who can explain or 
describe its entirety, its intensity, 
indescribable beauty, ''uc thanl. God 
for having ^.llov.ed us to drink so 
fully of this cup. 

Children bom, we touch in immeas- 
urable ways, \<e see why motherhood 
anr'. fatherhood are truly life' s 
greatest challenge, achievement -md 
responsebili ty. Touch. Babies 
caressed, picked ud, tears vdned away 
.joys shared \/i th hugs an };is-:.eE. 
■Vhen was the distance made. They say 
it is so they can grov/ to be their 
o\m. individual gpIvcs. :^'0 t':ey out- 
grov/ life' s need to touch. vv"e leara 
to touch in other ways - talk, talk, 
talk - touching heart, mind n^'' soul. 
You would liJre to hold them, but you 
don't v/ant to make them uncomfortable, 
settling for a pat on tlie behind o-r 
shoulder. Lven a verbal fight - 
touch - Oh. 

Kora' G touc.: upon my brov;. "I-.om, 
can you comfort mo v/hen 1 hurt no\/? 
^■<ill you let me comfort you? Lay I 
place my caressing hand on your brow 
and dispel life's hurts and burdens 
away?". Is this real; is this dream- 
ing? Uan the child and the mother 
be one? 

Bea (jiilancio) t/Ohnson 

Note: 

This article v/as written several 
months before the de-.th of Bea's 
I'iOt er, Rose. These thoughts came to 
Beatrice so powerfully one morning as 
she v/oke that she felt imnelled to 
write them do-.n. Thourh she ha^' './ant- 
ed to share ther^ most of all v.lth her 
mom, and had planned to so so through 
LaVigna, Within months oi tlie v/riting 
she felt she lived these words during 
t-ie hospital time v.ith her mother and 
family. 
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La Cucina 

■STRACCIATELLE" OR EGG DROP SODP 

by Lncy Gervaslo 

I have many menories of my Mother's wonderful cooking, especially at holiday time. 

Many a holiday meal begins with soup, and one of the most traditional soups with 
which to start off a heavy Christmas feast is what I ranember as "Stracciatelle" soup. 
This is a soup made frcn chicken or turkey stock into which is dropped a mixture of eggs 

and grated cheese. I believe the name straciatelle evolved because the beaten egg 
mixture looks like "torn rags" once it has been stirred and cooked into the hot broth. 

INGREDIENTS t 

2 quarts rich chicken or turkey stock 
4 cups water 

2 small to medium carrots, peeled and thinly sliced 
2 teaspoons minced fresh parsley 
1 teaspoon salt 

1 cup pastlna 
4 eggs 

2 teaspoons grated locatella cheese 

In a soup pot, combine the first three ingredients and bring to a boil. Let simmer 
for 10 minutes with lid on pot so liquid does not evaporate. (If this happens add 
water.) Add the next three ingredients slowly so the soup continues to boil. Stir and 
let simmer for five minutes covered. 

In a bowl, beat the eggs and add grated cheese. Stir the soup as you slowly drop 
in the egg mixture, stirring constantly. Serve with grated locatella or parmesan 
cheese. Add salt to taste, if needed, and serve. 

Variations of this soup Include the addition of snail amounts of (or more) the 
following: 

-julienne sliced and cooked escarole or spinach leaves 

-tiny bits of chicken or turkey 

-hcxnemade strips of noodle dough instead of pastina 
-tiny meatballs 



Our kitchen on Mott Street was not 
always limited to traditional meals. One 
of the reasons for this as my father 
Giuseppe Bilancio often narrated, was 
that my mother Clorinda's family had 
frequently entertained businessmen from 
cities other than Naples or even Italy. 
According to him, her parents felt that 
it was a good business practice to learn 
how some of these foreign foods were 
prepared. On return visits, these 
businessmen often found one or more of 
their favorite home dishes served to 
them. 



This must have been how ny mother 
learned to make the roast chicken that 
she so proudly served only at extra 
special events. It was a completely 
Intact whole stuffed chicken. There was 
one unusual thing about it, however. 
There was not a bone in that chicken. At 
various times through the years, I've 
inquired of Italian women of my parents' 
generation and mine about how this is 
done. As yet, no one has offered the 
recipe. Perhaps one of the La vigna 
readers may have some knowledge of the 
background or recipe of this dish. MERRY 
CHRISTMAS i 



■'La famiglia e' la foutana cho '^rowcde 11 !>rir;o r,nrno >-"i vita; 
The family is the fountain that provides the first drink of life. 
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